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The Heart-Shaped Pillow
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Valentine’s Day had arrived and like every other day of the

year, I was very busy.

My romantic husband, Roy, planned a date like we had never had before. A
reservation at an expensive restaurant was made. A beautifully wrapped present had
been sitting on my dresser for a few days prior to the heart-filled holiday.

After a hard day at work, I hurried home, ran into the house and jumped into
the shower. When my sweetheart arrived, I was dressed in my finest outfit and ready
to go. He hugged me, just as the sitter' arrived. We were both excited.

Unfortunately, the littlest member in our household wasn’t so happy.

“Daddy, you were going to take me to buy Mamma a present. ” Becky, my
eight-year-old daughter said, as she sadly walked over to the couch and sat down
beside the babysitter.

Roy looked at his watch and realized that if we were to make our reservation, we
had to leave right away. He didn’t even have a few minutes to take her to the corner
drugstore, to buy a heart-shaped box of chocolate candy.




“I'm sorry, I was late getting home, honey,” he said.

“That’'s OK,” Becky replied, “I understand. ”

The entire evening was bittersweet’. I couldn’t help being concerned about the
disappointment in Becky’s eyes. I remembered how the joyful Valentine’s Day glow
had left her face, just before the door closed behind us. She wanted me to know how
much she loved me. She didn’t realize it, but I already knew it very well.

Today, I couldn’t remember what was wrapped in that beautiful box, which I
swooned® over for several days, but Il never forget the special gift, which I
received when we arrived, back home.

Becky was asleep on the couch, clutching a box, which was sitting on her lap.
When I kissed her cheek, she awoke. “I've got something for you, Mamma.” She
said, as a giant smile covered her tiny face.

The little box was wrapped in newspaper. As I tore the paper off and opened the
box, I found the sweetest Valentine gift that I had ever received.

After Roy and I left for our date, Becky got busy. She raided* my fabric and
cross-stitch box. She stitched® the words “I Love Ya” on a piece of red fabric, cut
the fabric in the shape of a heart, stitched the two pieces together, adorned® it with
lace and stuffed it with cotton. It was a heart-shaped pillow, filled with love, which
Il cherish forever.

My wonderful Valentine gift has a special place in my bedroom today, some
thirteen years later. As she was growing up into a young woman, many times I held
that pillow close to my heart. I don’t know if a pillow can hold magic, but this pillow
has surely held a great deal of joy for me over the years. It has helped me through
several sleepless nights since she left home for college. I not only cherish the gift,
but the memory, as well. »

I know that I am a very lucky mother, indeed, to have such a wonderful little
girl, who wanted so desperately to share her heart with me. As long as I live, there

will never be another Valentine’s Day, which will be any more special to me.
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1) After a hard day at work, I hurried home, ran into the house and jumped

into the shower.
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2) “T've got something for you, Mamma,” she said, as a giant smile covered

her tiny face.
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Grandfather’'s Clock
By Kathy Fasiq

HACHy R Bh

ARIIRT Ay £ ar, HE o e

HOEMN, FEAFLGEAETPRATR, B %
EERETE, REENTARAHCE,

MAAIENIES, BOBXX—RELTRE,

In the dining room of my grandfather's house stood a
% ) massive grandfather clock. Meals in that dining room were a time
"l for four generations to become one. The table was always spread
with food from wonderful family recipes' all containing love as the main ingredient.
And always that grandfather clock stood like a trusted old family friend, watching

over the laughter and story swapping® and gentle kidding that were a part of our
lives.

As a child, the old clock fascinated me. I watched and listened to it during
meals. I marveled at how at different times of the day, that clock would chime three
times, six times or more, with a wonderful resonant’ sound that echoed throughout
the house. I found the clock comforting and familiar Year after year, the clock
chimed, a part of my memories, a part of my heart.

Even more wonderful to me was my grandfather’s ritual. He meticulously*
wound that clock with a special key each day. That key was magic to me. It kept our
family’s magnificent clock ticking and chiming, a part of every holiday and every

tradition, as solid as the wood from which it was made. I remember watching as my
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grand-father took the key from his pocket and opened the hidden door in the massive
old clock. He inserted’ the key and wound — not too much, never overwind, he’d
tell me solemnly. Nor too little. He never let that clock wind down and stop. When
we grandkids got a little older, he showed us how to open the door to the grandfather
clock and let us each take a turn winding the key. I remember the first time I did, I
trembled with anticipation. To be part of this family ritual was sacred.

After my beloved grandfather died, it was several days after the funeral before I
remembered the clock!

“Mama! The clock! We've let it wind down. ”

The tears flowed freely when I entered the dining room. The clock stood
forlornly® quiet. As quiet as the funeral parlor had been. Hushed”. The clock even
seemed smaller. Not quite as magnificent without my grandfather’s special touch. 1
couldn’t bear to look at it.

Sometime later, years later, my grandmother gave me the clock and the key.
The old house was quiet. No bowls clanging, no laughter over the dinner table, no
ticking or chiming of the clock — all was still. The hands on the clock were frozen,
a reminder of time slipping away, stopped at the precise moment when my
grandfather had ceased winding it. I took the key in my shaking hand and opened the
clock door. All of a sudden, I was a child again, watching my grandfather with his
silver-white hair and twinkling® blue eyes. He was there, winking at me, at the
secret of the clock’s magic, at the key that held so much power. I stood, lost in the
moment for a long time. Then slowly, reverently’ , I inserted the key and wound the
clock. It sprang to life. Tick-tock--- tick-tock:+- life and chimes were breathed into
the dining room, into the house and into my heart. In the movement of the hands of

the clock, my grandfather lived again.
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